(Above) Claudia sets the 
table for two, in Guido’s 
imagination, as he ar- 
rives in the Piazza with 
the real Claudia. 


(Below) The only set 
of the picture that was 
not reconstructed: Piazza 
Umberto ler at Filac- 
ciano, which is probably 
the only one that doesn’t 
look real. 


Inspiration will come when the scene is begun; the dramatic action will 
spring into life out of what Federico sees about him: an actor’s movement, 
a play of light, the shape of a room. 

But right now Federico’s inspiration has run dry. 

The truck with the crane is parked under a window. Federico is talking 
with Claudia—the Claudia imagined by Guido, wearing a white blouse, 
handing him a glass of mineral water, running with her bicycle in the hotel 
corridor and then, one evening, in his room, yielding and tender. When 
he arrives at the square with the real Claudia—the actress who is to play 
in his film—he sees the imagined one again. She appears first at a window. 

Then she comes out of the house, and on the table, which has once 
again been set up in the middle of the square tonight, she puts an old oil 





lamp whose three flames flicker like candles. Smiling very tenderly, she 
walks round the table, inspecting the two places laid. 


July 10 When I got up, at one this afternoon, Gilda gave 
me coffee in her big brick-floored kitchen, and told me Don Francesco was 
expecting me for lunch at two. It was very gay, with Claudia and Carolyn. 
Then Francesco took us to the swimming pool at Farfa, with a story of the 
Sabines for every turn in the road. The pool was deserted; the pale water 
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